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Margit is a little girl. She is unable to walk. Her feet are the wheel-chair. 
Margit is an independent and high spirited girl. 

She visits a super market where she has some sad and some joyous encounters. 
She doesn't like being pitied. She wants to be treated like other children. 

In the end she finds a friend which makes her feel wanted and happy. 
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Margit wakes up every morning at seven o’clock. 

Sleepily she sits up in bed. Then she begins to get dressed. 
She finds it difficult to slip into her shoes. 

Her fingers can barely reach her toes. 



Every morning at eight Margit is dressed and ready. 

Then she holds her legs and pulls them over the edge of the bed. 
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Breakfast is already on the table. 

“Mummy, can you bring me the jam?” asks Margit. 

“It’s in the cupboard,” comes the answer from the living room. 

Margit gets the jam herself. She is happy not to have someone waiting on her. 
“Will you go shopping for me ?” asks her mother. 

“I’d love to,” says Margit readily. 

It is the first time that she is being allowed to go to the supermarket alone. 
“What all should I bring ?” she asks excitedly. 

“A litre of milk and six apples. Will you be able to manage it on your own ?” 
“Certainly,” smiles Margit and goes off proudly to do the shopping. 
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Margit likes the life on the street. 

It’s holiday time and children are playing everywhere. 
Margit stops and watches them skip, 
play ball and catch-catch. 

She is a little sad. 

She would have loved to play with them. 
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At the playground she sees a girl 
whose mother has just come to fetch her. 

They look at each other curiously. 

Then Margit sees a group of children teasing a boy. 
She finds it mean. 

“Red-head, fire-devil ....!” they shout after him. 
Just because he doesn’t look like the other children. 
Then Margit sees a group of children teasing a boy. 
She finds it mean. 

“Red-head, fire-devil ....!” they shout after him. 
Just because he doesn’t look like the other children. 
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Many people greet Margit, although she dosen’t know them. 
At first she is pleased about it, but then she wonders, 

“Why is everyone looking at me like that ?” 

Especially the man in the cafe. 

Even when she turns around a third time, he is still staring. 
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Margit stops for a while at the newspaper stand. 

She greets the fat sales-lady. 

“Oh my god,” she cries. 

“What a punishment, and so young too!” 
Embarrassed, Margit goes away as quickly as she can. 
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Margit sees the young girl from the playground again, 
in front of a clothes store. 

Her mother is looking at the clothes. 

“What is this funny thing you have here,” the girl asks Margit. 

“That’s only a ....,” Margit begins to reply. 

But her mother pushes Anna angrily aside. 

“You shouldn’t ask such questions, Anna ! You really embarrass me.” 

“I am no different from the other children,” Margit says sadly to herself. 
She doesn’t understand Anna’s mother. 
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An old man and an old woman are sunning themselves on the bench. 
“Because you are a poor thing,” says the woman and she puts some 
money into Margit’s hand. 

“I am as rich and as poor as the other 
children,” Margit wants to tell the woman. 

But . . . 
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... the old man takes pity and asks Margit, “What happened to you ?” 
Margit turns red with anger. 

“What do they all want from me ? “ Just today, when I have been allowed 
to go shopping the first time all by myself. 

“I’m no different from other children,” she shouts. 

She fails to understand the old man and the woman. 
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Finally Margit reaches the supermarket. At the entrance she notices that she cannot 
manage the step alone. No one helps her. Everyone is in a hurry. No one pays any 
attention to her. 

Suddenly the boy, who was being teased “red-head” is standing before her. 

He had been following her. 

“Hello, I am Sigi,” he introduces himself “Can I help you ?” 

“My name is Margit,” she smiles in relief. 

“Please step on the pedal at the back,” she begins to explain. 

Sigi tilts the wheel-chair up according to Margit’s instructions and raises the front 
wheels over the step. Then he raises the back wheels over the hurdle. 

“Thank you,” she calls out to Sigi. 
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She soon finds the milk and is reaching out for it. 

Suddenly someone hands it to her. 

The salesman smiles. “Can’t I take the milk on my own?” she wonders. 
She finds the fruit stand and is just reaching out for a bag of apples, 
when it is handed to her. 

The salesgirl smiles. 

Margit drops the apples angrily onto the wheelchair. 

“Can’t I take the apples myself, like the others,” she calls out. 

She doesn’t understand the sales girl. 
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Margit sits between the shelves with chocolates and biscuits and cries. 

“Don’t be so sad,” says someone suddenly. It is Sigi." 

“People behave as if I am some strange creature.” 

“That’s because of your wheel-chair,” says Sigi. 

“But there is nothing special about that,” says Margit “I am lame since birth.” 

“What is lame,” asks Sigi. 

“I can’t move my legs. My feet are the wheel-chair. But I am still no different from the other children.” 
Sigi shakes his head,” You are different.” 

“No ! You and I, we are like the others ! “ says Margit. 

Sigi again shakes his head, “You sit in a wheel-chair. I have red-hair. You and I have something special.” 
Margit doesn’t understand him. Sigi takes her by the hand and pulls her with him. 
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They stop at the exit. 

“You can do a lot of things on your own. 

But sometimes you need help. 

Like everyone else,” says Sigi. 

“Ask someone to help you over the step.” 

Margit gathers up courage. She asks a man passing by in a hurry. 

The man turns red. “ I didn’t see you, . . . didn’t know. . . and how,” 
he stammers and helps. 

Sigi and Margit wink at each other. 




W cfc dJcIM HT 3 TTcFT ftff 

ffrsft % chid , ‘rW UK WU 3TTn cRT Udidl ft I MJH UTUt-cEft rPf Cjufl eft 

"IRR ft cMt ^Uf^r\ dlfil tt dl^l <Sd-A ^ fkiy (cbdl tt U$lUdl TfFTtl’ 

dltPld % olftftl 

3Ud MIU 'NK TTcR 3Hld41 tt Hdd chH utt cfc^l I "3TT 3Hldul W ^ $ U cdlcd 'ft ' T RTTI 
‘3tt, tit ^srr ft ^ .. . ^ wn ^fft. 3frr fm,’ cir f^rmn 
w ‘3TR nr-rbrd eft eRrti 

iwt 3frr imPid % TicR--dnf ^t 3qisff ft 3tnff h fwt fern 




The old man and the old woman are still sitting on the bench. 

Margit taps the woman on the arm. “We feel sorry for you too,” 
she says and puts a lollipop into her hand, “ this is for you.” 

The old woman is shocked. 

She gapes at Margit. 

“You wanted to know what happened to me?” Margit asks the man. 

“I’ve found a friend and I’m happy . . . ,” she laughs. 

“Someone special,” adds Sigi. 

Both Margit and Sigi turn around and around until the old man and the old woman 
start feeling dizzy. 




3Tft ft ®rat 3TP crfs^TT tp ft ff f I HRpli % Fft ftFT F FU FT FqFFTFT 3TP cfcfT, 
‘if ft 3TTFFt FT TPF 3TTTTT fl’ 

fhrr -3P% f «jffFT eft ifft f TTcH dldlMIM TFT f^TT 3TP FF, ‘FF 3TTFF f^pr fl’ 

sdf-MI FT FF FFFFT FT FFTT fp ft mtPld FT FT% FTHtl 

FPPrd P FF F W, ’3TTF Pf FRFT FTfh f IF FF FF F^TT f? 

cl Pay, F^t ff fft ftFT Iff fft f ftr f fiF fft f . . . / fffff ft frrf Frfti 
‘FF FTF ftFT, ’ ffft % FFI 

ftpr nuPid 3TP ffft frfr % frf-frf ffft fftttt Pfff fp pffpT ft ffr ffptp fftti 




At the zebra crossing they again meet Anna and her mother. 
This time Anna doesn’t ask any questions. 

She has learnt that one doesn’t. 

“Hello,” Margit calls out to her “I am handicapped”. 
Anna’s mother is horrified. 

“What does that mean, handicapped ?” asks Anna. 

“For example, not being able to walk,” explains Margit. 
“We don’t need to walk, we can ride,” explains Sigi. 
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Sigi gets onto the back of Margit’s wheel-chair. 

They both zoom down the street. Anna runs with them. 
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This time too, people stare. 

Specially the man in the cafe and the fat woman selling newspapers. 
But it doesn’t bother Margit anymore. 



END 
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